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night of July i, 1927, neither the valiant commander nor his
three companions could have lived to tell the tale. As Lieu-
tenant Noville described it in one of a series of articles pub-
lished in the Herald Tribune:
were blind men in the air. It was the weirdest trip we
have ever made in all our aviation experience, and if we live
for the next thousand years we will never know another
flight like it. It was just a ghostly and unbelievable thing —
flying on, on, and up there cutting the fog, with always more
fog or more rain ahead. We were up there in those thick
gagging mists. The rain was slashing against the cabin, blur-
ring the windows and blotting out everything, and our fuel
was fading away — four more hours of fuel, then three more
— and we couldn't see a thing.
No better brief description of the flight can be made than
that written by Commander Byrd in the deputy mayor's
house at Ver-sur-Mer a few hours after the loss of the ship.
While memory was fresh, Byrd borrowed a pen from Madame
Coffier, the deputy mayor's wife, and wrote:
We had a great flight, although we saw no land or sea
from the time we first sighted Newfoundland until we had
nearly reached Europe. We experienced about nineteen hours
of high, dense fog and clouds. This was a terrible experience,
It may have been clear on the surface at times.
We could take no departure from St. John's, as we could
not see Newfoundland. We managed to locate our position
by good luck and headed for Cape Finisterre, which we hit
in good shape, having made very excellent time. We set a
course for Paris and not long after we left Finisterre darkness
descended upon us. We naturally followed our compass
course, having used it satisfactorily for thousands of miles.
To our astonishment and amazement we came to a park near
the sea instead of Paris.

